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Indians. I did on one occasion, but as
Davidson told me they considered it some
form of incantation, I did not repeat it. I
had also a letter from my mother, meant
to have found me earlier. It seemed
strange amid anxieties like mine to be asked
to send her a good Dutch servant and, if
I remember correctly, four pounds of
good Dutch butter. I had far other busi-
ness.

At the Ohio Company's post at Wills
Creek, nothing was ready; only Captain
Trent, full of excuses for the failure of
horses and boats, and much cast down at
the news of the loss of the fort. I sent
back for waggons and horses sixty miles to
"Winchester, and waited as patiently as I
could.

On April 23 came the men of Trent's
party, released by the French. The ensign,
Mr. Ward, was the only officer with them,
and to surrender was all he could do. He
told me of hundreds of Chippewas and Ot-
tawas coming to join Contrecoeur, and of
another force descending the Ohio. To add
to my troubles, Trent 's men were disor-
derly, making my men uneasy by their
stories.

At this time I was decently housed in a      for
